You are the most exquisite of living artists/' she said* "I
have never praised anyone like that before. I did not
think that anyone like you, or at all like you, could exist.
I think you are too lovely to describe. I shall always say
that."

"My dear/' Macedonia said, "if you had not passed
when that Anthrax beast was attacking me, I should have
been broken, and never been anything at all. I cannot
tell you what a joy it is to think that my dream has come
true, and that I have found you again and really danced
for you and heard that you have liked me a little. I have
always looked on you as a sort of a queen, and prayed
that I might some day have the glory of dancing in your
presence. You see, my dear, there is something very
queenly about you. I used to notice you a lot at the
Palace. In your last two seasons I had to be in the wings
ready to begin while you were doing your songs and
all those mimes with Comito: oh, you were good in them.
I used to wonder if you would ever teach me miming,
but never dared ask you. I saw you play the Queen
more than once. Do you remember that absurd play
of the Rival Queens, which you and your sister were
so wonderful in? I think your head, as it is, is adorable,
and very beautiful; it is so exquisitely put on its neck;
but it does lack one thing, and that is a golden crown,
with a lovely blue amethyst or sapphire in the.front
here, set off by your hair. That is the one thing lacking
in a very lovely creature."

"My dear," Theodora said, "you are the one Queen
here, and how anyone can keep from crowning you on
the spot at each performance I cannot understand. But,
of course, they do crown you, with laurels and bays
and myrtle and flowers and poems and adoration."

"That is nothing, dear," she said.   "It is all due to
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